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better still, Mauritz, I'll change clothes with you, and swear
we had to do it so that I shouldn't be kidnapped by the
mutinous colonels as I rode home to rescue Sweden from the
Danish ogres! I'm going to teach my officers their duty! I'll
make it unsafe for any of them to show his face in Stockholm
streets!'5

"If Your Majesty intends to excite feeling------" said

Fersen.

"I do!" interrupted Gustav. "I intend to be King again, not
a plaything for aristocrats in uniform. I'll have a Riksdag all
right, but I'll not eat humble-pie to it: the House of Peers can
do as I tell it, or get pulled to pieces by a mob. I've tried to
rule through aristocrats for fifteen years, and at the end of it
there are only you three donkeys that aren't trying to sell me to
Russia, or stab me in the back. I'm going to be the People's
King now, leader of the Unwigged and the Unwashed! I told
you to go back to France, AxeL You may be loyal, but I'll
never persuade my Stockholders of it. They'll want to burn
down Blasieholm and chase your family out of Sweden. . . .
Go and see about those horses, Hans. No, I'll go myself.
Mauritz, I shall want a suit of your clothes, the dirtiest you can
get me. I must be dressed for the part when I enter as King of
the mob."

He grew a little quieter when it came to actual plans, but he
was already infecting Armfelt and Essen with his sudden hope.
If much of it was exaggeration and folly, they had often before
seen Gustav make folly and exaggeration do sober wisdom's
work. Only Fersen refused to catch the contagion, standing a
little part and gazing out of the window at the mournful trees.
When the other two had been despatched on their errands, he
prepared to take his leave.

King Gustav had fallen silent, poring over the maps. His
manner seemed suddenly calmer, as though he knew what the
remnant of his audience required.

"You've been very silent, Axel," he said. "You don't think
I can save the country?"

"I know so little of Sweden; I have been away so long."